The Final Visitor. °*" 


The house front door stands open wide, while a lonely old woman slowly moves 
about inside. Nothing seems in or out of place, just there. She fidgets with a couch 
pillow moving it here, there, then back to its original spot. Silly me, she muses, “I am 
behaving like my old porch hound that would lie down, uncomfortably get up to circle 
three times to the right, then three times left then lie down comfortably in the original 
place for a nap.” My old dog used to perform that circular ritual every day before... Her 
notice glimpses something outside through a dark window glass. She toddles out the 
open door to investigate. In the yard, she discovers a blooming rose and mutters to self, 
“my old eyes play tricks on me, again!” With aged hands — gnarled and weak, she 
touches the open flower. The sense of velvet petals and delicate fragrance bring 
thoughts of her blossoming womanhood, the best of times when all the flowers were 
once brighter and more fragrant, which followed early years of budding girlhood, before 
the worst of times at petal drop and decline, mumble, mumble. A small tear forms and 
drops from her eye. ‘Ah!’ She snorts, “Now it is my eyes and nose acting foole-jokers! 
I am being an old, sentimental dupe, mumble, mumble...” The old woman wipes away 
her wetness to survey the rose for a very last time, and then she totters back inside 
remembering to leave the door completely open. Mumble, mumble, a visitor comes 
today, the first since... she brightens; I must wait in the ready to go — home! 


